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Making It U p the Mountain 
b e l o w m e a lake d r a i n s o f c o l o u r 
at the p o i n t w h e r e m y focus b l u r s 
the water 's m e t a l l i c a n d a d a r k cry 
seeps u p t h r o u g h the ski f f o f val ley 
a n u n d e r w o r l d scent s o f t e n e d t i b i a 
i n p l a i n t i v e s o n g to lost k n e e c a p s 
leaf trembles blue breeze your touch 
this is the wettest t r a i l o n e a r t h 
b u t n o w f o o t p r i n t s c o r r u g a t e the s lope 
a n d fossils p a i r o f f f o r b a l a n c e against 
the clay m y s i g n a t u r e s t u m b l i n g over 
t h e i r i n t e n t i o n s e r o s i o n k n o w s r a i n best 
w h e n its sinews are c l o t t e d by s u n l i g h t 
it takes an evening for eyes to forget 
brittle words below the cooling trees 
where a relapse uncurls its fronds 
so m a n y fa l l away b e f o r e the p e a k 
d e f e a t e d by r o c k s p r i d e i m p a t i e n c e 
p i n c h i n g b o o t s a n d s e d u l o u s roots 
t h e i r shutters s p e e d u p as the t r a i l 
n a r r o w s every f lower ' s a n excuse 
f o r n e c t a r a n d b r e a t h waits i n l i n e 
if you flick love's ash it still glows 
even in thinning air 
you k n e w a b o u t the m u d w a r n e d m e 
i ' d fa l ter s o m e w h e r e a l o n g the s p i n e 
b e l o w y o u r d a n c i n g h a i r b u t m y l i p s 
graze a l o n g y o u r n e c k l i n e ' s pas ture 
t h o u g h y o u shiver b e f o r e the s u m m i t 
h o w c a n i r e s t r a i n m y s e l f o n the edge? 
no footholds on top we risk the mind 
in freefall kissing kissing 
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